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Summary:
Andrew moves into a new apartment complex needing to be away from his father, but he soon comes stepping into a world he can't escape from as long as she doesn't want him to.

Notes:
This is the story I want to work on. There isn't any writing but it's a list. Something to give a sneak peek to the madness. I'll get started on chapter 1.

Side Note: The list isn't concrete. Changes may happen in the future. The title may change as well.

Chapter 1
Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
Tenant List by _______

 

Andrew Graves

Age: 22
Birthday February 10th
Occupation: Freelancer, Writer
A young man who recently moved into the Gravestone apartment complex. He hopes to get away from trouble, but trouble always finds him. Sucks to be him.

 

Ashley Blade

Age:20
Birthday October 13th
Occupation: Artist
A troublesome young woman who causes more mischief than good. She’s not a good person at all. Warning: Do not stick your dick in crazy.

 

Morgan Ditch

Age:25
Birthday: March 25th
Occupation: Streamer/ Store worker
A lazy woman who would much rather play video games at home than work. A waste of space.

Dante Anderson

Age:30
Birthday: June 30th
Occupation: Cook
A boring guy on the outside but an eccentric cultist on the inside.

Alex Jones

Age: 27
Birthday: January 5th
Occupation: Writer
An oddball woman who enjoys strange things. Do not be fooled by her.

Dolly House

Age: 41
Birthday:May 17th
Occupation: Landlady
The wife of Derick House and landlady of the Gravestone Apartment Complex. She’s a lonely woman out of her prime and sleeps around behind her husband’s back. Doesn’t know how to keep her hands to herself.

 

Derrick House

Age:43
Birthday: August 31st
Occupation: Landlord
The husband of Janice House and landlord of the Gravestone Apartment Complex. A man who gives no fucks and wastes his life drinking and looking for his prime again.

 

Harry Wallace

Age: 34
Birthday: April 1st
Occupation: Night Guard/Technician
A paranoid kook who’s highly suspicious of everyone and everything. He has seen more than he should in his life.

 

Note to self: This building is filled with wackos and freaks and pathetic people. This will be a fun ride, indeed.

Love:---------



Chapter 2: Welcome to Hell!
Notes:
I am not satisfied with this chapter, but I did my best with as little knowledge I had over this practice. I hope you readers enjoy at least. I had a deadline. I may go back and redo this chapter some day.

(See the end of the chapter for more notes.)

Chapter Text
The rain hitting the window sounded like tiny pebbles hitting the hard surface. The rhythm of the rain being swiped off by wipers was almost hypnotic but soothing to the driver. Andrew kept his eyes on the road as he steered turning left. As much as he hated driving in the rain, he also found the weather peaceful. He counted himself lucky that the weather wasn’t severe.

He was close to his destination, glad to not be stuck in traffic. He was alone in his car listening, albeit barely to a man’s rants from his radio. Andrew couldn’t care less what was the issue with the man. Andrew would resume his channel surfing once he cared enough to.

He passed the yellow light before it turned red, not slowing down one bit to wait for the next green. He was on a mission that needed to be done or else he would never escape the hell he currently dealt with on a daily basis.

The car in front of him turned left, leaving the road ahead bare for him. No one was behind him either and he was alone like he was in the car. He suppressed his natural pessimism, calming the doubts and worries he would normally think about. He was safe. No one will harm him.

“In other news, police are asking the residents to keep a lookout on the suspects involved in the drug bust on Tuesday last week. Citizens are asked to be careful as these morons selling crack and to keep their kids on watch.

Andrew tuned out the man speaking through the radio. Almost every news he has heard has been nothing but bad. It was so fitting for this city in Andrew’s opinion; A shitty town where nothing but shit lives and is produced.

“I think I speak for everyone in this city when I say, God I wish I could move!”

“You have no idea.” Andrew added with no one to listen.

He wished he could smoke a cigarette but he rather keep his eyes on the road and risk not getting hit trying to get a smoke. He was almost at his destination so he could hold off a little longer.

Several minutes and turns and Andrew reached his location. The building was made out of bricks and dark wood, standing four stories tall surrounded by a barrier of small green shrubs and a black fence. The complex somehow blended in with the rain and gray clouds covering the sky giving the building an ominous and yet peaceful atmosphere. It creeped Andrew out a bit but he wouldn’t complain. It would be his future home if all goes well.

Andrew parked his car, finding a spot in front of the building along with a small red car. He turned off his car and stepped out putting the hood of his jacket up over his head protecting him from the rain. He jogged to the steps underneath the shade out of the rain and pressed one of the buttons on the intercom. He waited until he heard a woman’s voice with a heavy southern accent.

“Hello? Who is it~?”

“It’s Andrew Graves. I’m here to check out the room you have for me.”

“Oh! Marvelous! I’ll be down there in a jiffy!” The call ended and Andrew only had to wait. He put his hands in his pockets keeping them warm against the cool air of the weather. The gray clouds were light like smoke from a cigarette wafting through the air.

Soon enough the door opened and Andrew was greeted with a pair of tits clad in pink. It startled the poor man by its voluptuous globes of flesh. Looking up at the owner of the large tits was a woman with medium blonde curly hair and light blue eyes. She wore heavy makeup on her face with red lipstick and pink eyeshadow. Her eyelashes were profound and long due to the mascara. A mole rests under her right eye. She wore a pink loose shirt with her cleavage exposed showing off her voluptuous breasts but hiding the naughty bits. Her skirt was white and conformed to the shape of her wide hips well while flowing like a waterfall going down. Her feet were adorned with white high heeled shoes showing off her blue painted toenails. She smelled heavily of perfume, almost gagging Andrew who stood close to her.

The woman smiled kindly at Andrew exuding a warm and pleasant charm to her, complimenting her looks. The first words that came to mind about the woman to Andrew as pretty but too much.

“Why hello there! You must be Andrew Graves, right?” Her accent was thick and notably southern just like during their first phone call to discuss business.

Andrew nods. “Yes, I am. You must be Miss… House?

The lady waved her hand up and down dismissively. “Oh please! Call me Dolly! Everyone else does. Come in! You must be cold in this weather.” Dolly stepped aside for Andrew to come through.

Andrew entered the building noting how the temperature was a bit warmer than outside but not by much. Andrew wouldn’t complain, it was better than the wind outside. The interior was different from the exterior. The walls were a dark cream colored with the floors brown and made of square tiles. There were small tables and chairs against the walls and a long desk attached to the wall with a computer, papers and a small fancy lamp sitting on top.

Andrew can see the elevator across the room along with a door on the side with a sign above, no doubt the stairs to the apartment complex. There was little grime on the walls and upper corners but other than that, the lobby was welcoming. A sharp contrast to the outside world Andrew was accustomed to.

“You came right on time, Mr. Graves.”

Andrew repressed a grimace and a bite of his lips, feeling disgust at the surname addressed to him. “Please. Call me Andrew.” He wanted little to do with his last name.

Dolly tilts her head blinking at the request before she smiles at the man again accepting his request. “Very well, Mr. Andrew! Sorry about that! How about you follow me to where you may be living from now on if you choose to stay.”

Andrew noded with his hands in his pockets and followed the lady to the elevator and watched her press the button with an arrow pointing upward. The metallic doors parted open with a slide welcoming them with a cramped space decorated with wooden walls and thread stitched floors. Andrew squeezed his hands into a fist and breathed calmly, sealing away his fears. He stepped into the elevator after the woman and watched the doors shut behind them.

Dolly pressed the button with her long pink painted nails on the number four. The doors shut and Andrew can feel his nerves drop to his gut as the box lifted up. Andrew kept his eyes on the numbers doing his best to not mind the smell of the perfume exuding from the older woman beside him.

2…3…

Each of the numbers took turns lighting up with each floor they passed. A quick glance away and he could have sworn blue eyes darted away from him. Instead he was met with a smile. Andrew looked away back to the numbers ignoring the familiar gaze from women.

The number 4 lit up and the chrome doors opened revealing a hallway to the two adults. The walls were beige with the carpet colored with red, yellow and green forming shapes and patterns Andrew had a hard time deciphering.

The young man and older woman stepped out of the elevator and now stood in the hallway. The doors closed sealing them out and leaving Andrew out in the open inside an unfamiliar space.

“Come on now, Mr. Andrew! This way!” Andrew snapped back to focus and saw the woman a few steps ahead of him gesturing to him with her arm out and with her smile still painted on her face. Andrew followed and Dolly resumed her walk down the hallway. The sounds of their footsteps changed with the carpet cushioning their steps. Lights lined the walls adding more decor to the hallways. It was quiet, almost unsettling to the young man but Andrew kept it together.

Dolly stopped in front of a door and made her way to unlock it with a key. Andrew looked up to see the numbers 413 printed in gold metal above. “Is this your first time renting an apartment, Mr. Andrew?”

“Yeah. Is it obvious?”
Dolly chuckled. “I just had a feeling! You look awfully young for your age. Don’t worry! We have plenty of young tenants here so you should be able to fit in.” Andrew kept his eye contact down on the floor to avoid the intrusive stare of Dolly. He didn’t care about getting to know the other tenants nor wanting to fit in. He just wanted to find a new home and stay as far away from the hell he escaped from. He didn’t want to make small conversation with Dolly despite her kindness towards him, a stranger.

The door opened with Dolly’s hand on the golden colored handle and she gestured to Andrew to come inside. “Step right in, Mr. Andrew! Come take a look inside! I’ll give you the tour!”

Sighing, Andrew stepped inside of the room expecting it empty but to his surprise was fully furnished. The living room was small but fully furnished with sofas and chairs with a television on top of a wooden self. Turning to where the kitchen would be shown a table with chairs close by. The floor was bare, showing off its long brown wood assembled together.

“Why is this place…” Andrew began but was cut off by Dolly as if expecting the type of question to be brought forth.

“Our previous tenant left in a hurry and left everything behind. He said to keep it so we did. How lucky of you! You don’t need to worry about furnishing this little place.”

Questions already formed in Andrew’s mind about the circumstance around the previous tenant. “Did they say why they left?” Andrew had to ask.

“Not really! All they said is that they had to move away but don’t let that worry you! I promise this place is safe.” Dolly moved around showing off the house to the young man who still didn’t feel reassured. “Just think of it as everything prepared for your stay. See? You even have a TV and you don’t need to worry about getting a sofa or chairs!”

Dolly moved to the kitchen. “As you can see the kitchen is fully equipped with a stovetop and oven, microwave and of course the refrigerator.” She opened the cabinets which held cans and boxes of food inside. “You even have some food here but not sure if they are good still.”

“What about in the fridge?” Andrew asked. Dolly opened it and sure enough there was food inside from milk to juice to jars of jam and pickles. There wasn’t much inside leaving the inside of the fridge almost empty.

“Some of these things may be expired but that shouldn’t be a problem. A little clean up and it should be good to go.”

Andrew could only hope the clean up wouldn’t be messy or disgusting but he didn’t count his luck. “Does the stove run on gas?”

“Yup! It’ll be added to your gas bill. If you don’t use it as much you shouldn’t need to worry.”

Andrew didn’t cook much so he was sure his gas bill would not be a major problem.

 

“Come! Let me show you your bedroom!” Andrew followed Dolly into a small hall ignoring the swish of the women's wide hips. Opening the door to the left showed a small bedroom with a desk and bed inside. The sheets were strangely straightened and cleaned as if undisturbed for a long time. Still Andrew didn’t feel right sleeping on a bed someone else had slept on. Perhaps changing the sheets and covers would help ease his mind a bit or else he would buy a new bed while making sure not to go over budget.

“The sheets have been washed and bed made by one of our workers here so you shouldn’t need to worry about anything indecent. There’s already a shelf and even a little tv here for you.” Dolly opened the closet door and revealed a bare closet. “Oh my! He got the clothes too! Well you’ll have an empty closet to hang your clothes.”

Andrew didn’t think the room was bad. It didn’t seem to hold any trace of the previous owner around which helped a bit to Andrew to not feel unnerved.

The next stop was the bathroom which was inside the door to the left. It was spotless and clean with a tub with a shower head on the wall. The toilet was next to the tub with a little toilet paper on the side. “The bathroom has been cleaned for you. The shower works fine as well as the bath. It's a bit older but it’s in good condition.”

Andrew briefly saw his reflection in the mirror. He saw a man with bags under his eyes and messy curly hair dark almost like night itself. His shirt and jacket looked baggy on his thin body, almost not fitting his frame. He looked away no longer wanting to see a miserable sight.

“I don’t suppose you have a washer and dryer in this room?” Andrew asked.

“No but we do have a laundromat in the basement. You will have to get a laundry card from a machine down there where you can load some money onto it to do your laundry.”

Andrew would be lying if he said he wasn’t a bit bothered mostly because he would probably meet other people while doing his laundry but it was a necessity if he didn’t want to have dirty clothes all day long. He’ll just need to buy some detergent and a basket for his clothes.

“So, shall we discuss rent, Mr. Andrew? If you're ready, that is.” Dolly’s voice cut off Andrew’s thought again.

“Sure.”

“Wonderful! Let’s go discuss business in the kitchen.”

 

Like Dolly said, they sat on the chairs in the kitchen facing each other. Dolly had her legs crossed showing off her smooth slim pale legs bare from the shortness of her skirt. Andrew made sure to keep his eyes away from the distraction, not feeling comfortable at the show of skin. He wondered if the lady was doing it on purpose to get him to buy. If so it wasn’t have the desired effect on him

“So how much is rent for this place?” Andrew asked, picking the fabric of his sleeves.

“Basically $700! You can write me a check at the beginning of each month. I’ll ask you to pay a deposit for the first and last month’s rent, which would be $1600 and any damages to the apartment will come out of the deposit. If there aren’t any damages then you won’t be charged and the deposit will go towards paying your last month’s rent.”

Andrew nodded in understanding. “How long is the lease?”

“One year. After that, you can sign a lease for another year. I think all of this is a good deal, don’t you think?”

It was a thorough explanation Andrew could appreciate. Although the money was high Andrew had been saving so he was sure he could keep up with payment. He worked hard for this moment. It was a price to pay to make it on his own, even if it meant he had to pay and be cheated by the system.

“So… what are the neighbors like?” Andrew noticed the smile dropped from Dolly’s face for a second and shifted her eyes to the side before looking back at Andrew with her regained smile.

“They are an… eccentric bunch… but they shouldn’t bother you, hun. They like to keep to themselves and between you and me, I would keep it that way.”

Andrew arched and eyebrow growing suspicious. “What do you mean?” The question made Dolly visibly lean back and troubled making Andrew’s concerns grow.

“Don’t worry about it! It’s not a big deal. Trust me. They won’t bother you or harm you if that’s what you’re worried about. They like to mind their own business.” Dolly waved her hand up and down dismissing the concerns from Andrew. “If you do have any issues with them just tell me or my husband and we’ll deal with the issue. I promise you’re safe here, Mr. Andrew.”

The suspicion never left Andrew wavering his mind as to if he should go ahead and rent the apartment. He could tell Dolly was hiding something vital from him and didn’t know if he should press her on it or not. He didn’t want to deal with trouble but then again he didn’t want to go back to the devil waiting for him back in hell. Andrew gulped down saliva and responded with a “Okay.”
Dolly’s smile widened, satisfied no doubt with the buyer not asking anymore questions. “Good! So are you ready to rent! I have the lease right here!” Dolly slid the clipboard across to Andrew with the lease on paper. “I must tell you, you may not be able to get another opportunity like this.”

Andrew grabbed the clipboard with the pen. He had already made his choice. Long ago he made his choice. He wasn’t going back. “Yeah.” He signed his name where the line at the bottom was and sat down on the clipboard.

Dolly clapped her hands in joy. “Perfect! The place will be ready for you tomorrow, Mr. Andrew! I hope that’s okay.”

“Sure. I have a place to stay in the meanwhile.” His car wasn’t ideal but it was better than on the streets and he didn’t want to pay another night at a motel.

Dolly held her hand out to Andrew with her other hand holding the clipboard. “Welcome to the Gravestone Apartment Complex, Andrew Graves!”

Andre grasped Dolly’s hand, shaking it with a small smile. “Thank you. I hope to enjoy it here.” He made the deal and hoped not to look back.

After paying Dolly with a check the two exited the room. As Andrew passed the door he felt a shiver run down his spine and the hairs on the back of his neck stood up. He quickly turned and met an eye in the shadows of a slit. Pink met green. The door quickly shut. Andrew was left confused at the intrusive stare. He clutched his hand over his beating heart under flesh, bones, muscles and fabric.

“Huh?”

“Mr. Andrew? Is something wrong?”

Andrew snapped back at the concerned woman down the hall. “Oh! Sorry! Coming!” Andrew caught up to the woman taking one more look at the door. He could have sworn he saw the pink eye again before he entered the elevator.